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HOSPITAL COULDN'T
HOLD BACK THIS BOY.

Little Lie Took Him Into
Line with First
Americans

STRIPE ALREADY HIS DUE

But Wounded or Not, He Wouldn't
Pass Up Chance To Get In
On .Real Thing

By C. C LYON

Cor of th: Enterpri:
Association wnh the A.E.F,
A fine-featured. . delicate-looking lad

pf hardly 18 was leaning wearily mgainst
the front of u building in & little French

“village, waiting. along with the rest of

his batfalion, fur the word to advanee
into the first-line American trenches
The villuge was just tree miles be-
hind the lines, and all days the roads
leading to it from the south and west
haad been chioked with Americun soldiers,
‘Ameriean  supply  lrains,  Awmerlean
mauchifie guns, aud Awerian moetors,
The troops for one particuluar part of
the line were to nssemble in the village
and then go fo their french positious
under the cover of darkiess
Phis 18-year-old boy, leaning against
the hu!lduw, attracted iy attention,
becsgtuse he looked so mueh out of plice,
e lacked that hardy, rough-and-ready

physique that was charneteristie of Jix
fellow soldiers. 3
“Boy,” 1 sakl to him, “you don’t

What's the matter with
you—sick or scaredr”

No, He Wasn’t Scared

Ile pullcd himsel! together In an in-
sumr looked me squarely in the exe
aud replied:

“No, I'm not seared.
out of the hospital four days ago, and
T haven't gut my strength back yet.
When we were np in the trenches the
first time for practice one of  those
Boehes put o bullet througle my s 1
and it sort of teok the pep out of mel

“Phen what  are  yoeu  doing  here
now? I pursued, “Why didi't you
tay in the hospital until yon were fully
ecovered ¥

“and miss all this?  Why, this is the
greatest honor that cian come to a soldier
—to be in the fivst regiment to b sent
into the line. (Gieueynl Pershitng st
have thonght we were the best he had
or he wouldn't have picked us, wnul'gl
he? =

“I led to

Put 1 ojust ot

‘eme o Jittle at the hospital,

TT told Cem I wax readdy for duty ammin
and they let me out. Say, this will be

something for me 1o talk about the rest
of my life if T come through ali right?”
This boy, better thuan nny of scores of

others with whom 1 falked that day,
expressed the spirit of the Ameriean
troops as they waited for the word
actunlly to go into battle,

He got ont of 1 xick bed and shoulder-
ed hig gun. beeause he felt
mander-in-chief had  honored him by
sending bl In thest, and he didi't want

55 the chanee!

FLiy after 4 o'clock, the erder was

hiz com-;

given to get ready, and at 4:30 the
march to the trenches began.
I marched out with the first platoon

for some distance and then stopped and

hundreds of these bavs personally.

An ol sergeant passed, at the head
of a column.

“So long, Lyon,” he called out. “Ree
you again some tine, I hope. If 1 don't
Just teil the folks back in Terre Haute,
Indiana (bix home town) that you saw
me"

A boy from Columbus, Ohio, went by
and held out a letter to me, “It's to my
maother. Will you mail it for me?"

Finally, the 18 year oWl lad went by
—head t, his step fire and determin.
ad, his e to the front,

“Tuke eare of yourself, hoy,”
at him.

He said got 0o worrd, bat his hand woent
to his oip and he gave me the finest
mifitary sulnte I'd scen in many a month.

Aund this was the way the Ameriean’
hoys go into the frenehes,

| flung '

IRVIN COBB HERE.
LADEN WITH TITLES

Newly-made ColonelTaken
at His Word by Lon-
don Journa!ist

1il of him.

Frvin Cobb is ever he
Rather, Colonel Irvin Cobb is over here.
Far, Just before he ileal to Join the
other correspondents in etmp with the
AR, a wire eame to him out of the
nizht Informing him of his appointment
to a coloneley on the =tafl of the Gov
ergor, hy Gawd, sul, of Kentucky,

Tolonel Cobb didu’t have time to get
very mueh of g uniform to mateh his
now  digeity, bat he got seme uniform
paris and embled them himself ou the
way over, He was elad in the tout en-
sewmble when, in Lomlon, a Britixh jour-
nalist (they still eall themselves journal-
i~ts over there) called upon him.

“May | onet ask. Mr. Cobb” (using a
form of address caleulated to muake an
American feel pervectly at home) “muay
I not ask what uniform that isx which
sou are wearing®" the Briton inguired.

CWell,” respowded the newly  minted
Coloned, “1 am an officer on the siaff of
the
form that ¥ am wenring—"

“Yes?' broke in  the
highly interested,

Fhe uniform § oam wearing is that of
a4 Tield Marshal in the  Palestinian
Gunrds”

Fnglishnan, ¢

-ni¢l the Englishiman, nmeh im-

He \huu]dn: have been impressed, e
augziil to have lnughod, He didn'n, There-
fore, he fell.

The next day there appeared ina most
conservative,  correet and  aerurate
British dally o Hie something like this:,

“Colonel Cobbd, whe s alse a
\I\nh.ﬂ fn the Palestinian Guards™
n Irv—bheg pardon, the Colonel
nw-u\(-u-d after reading H, he was in
quite the frame of mind to recsll that
sayving of good old Dace Helmes about

witited for the rest to pass by, H
In seven months, I had come to Rnu\\'g

Governor of Kentucky: hut the uni- 7

Field b

noever dariag to be as funny as one ean
For safety first purpo he now refe
1o lis et simply s g synthetie anis
form. |

INSIGNIA OF OUR ALLIES
+~THE BRITISH ARMY '

21

The French officer wears his rank upon his sleeve,
But there is one main point of difference.

cer.
Puat it

shoulders,

bBetter

29

another way,

50 do a few British officers, Bat they'r

if they do.

30 31

So does the Rritish offi-

Kome Britzh officers don't.
ARl American officers wear their insignia on their

¢ all brigadier generals or

Wherefore, if you see # khaki uniform that appears te be neither Ameri-

can, Freneh or Belgian, and if there i
that uniform-—in other

words, if you

a Sam Browne belt seross the breast of
re pretty sure that

& British officer is

coming your way, and you want fo be sure he's an officer bhefore you salute,
then look first &t his shoulder.
If it is as unadorned as your own, don't give up, but look at his sleeve.

1f it is ndorned with any

of the officers’

insignia pictured above,
Then, if you're still uncertain of his rank, slip into a doorway,

satute him.
take the

diagram out of your biftfold-—of course, you'llduve eut it ont and saved it for

Just

el an omergeneye--and compare the markiug yvou have seen

ﬂ;.:ul‘ s given below.

The
follows:

L Major
1

os. 1,
oaelt signifie:
Y1 tieneral

Colonel.
. Lientepant-Colonel.

2, 4 and 17 on

are worn

Lientenunt-General,

3.

for all ether officers are worn

9, Pirst i
10. Secoud

Cuff as worn by ofiicers In Neoteh :(n'mu‘nh
wume lll&l‘:ﬂl:l &
Nop-Comu;

is wort on other cuffs.
foned officers may he recognizs

the ~houlder

“Major-General.
17. Worn by all officers of the tinard= and on all otficers’
insignia

with the

straps, and the rank

+. Brigadier-Goeneral

OVOreouts.

on the enfl, and are ay

X, Captain,

eutenant,
lientenant.
The rank is shown by the

114 sStalf sergennt major,

14, Regimentul quartermuster ~N'J.Mml o ‘_!‘

15, Quartermaster sergeant. P

16, Company, hittery or troop wr"mlm m' ’os

'l’.: Color sergeant. 20, %'.

“18. Sorgeant. To0d vomhwt lmd"v
19, Corporal,

‘The devi n as signifying the b um-h uf %o

. M uhxmw’nn COrpN,

26, Keout.

. Bandeman,

jee in w

28, Bugler.,

30, Qualified

\i;,nnhnun.

hich the wearer s enlidted

Y, Fiving corps,

pilot, flying corps.

Army medical corps

B2 Rtretehe

er benrver.

SAFE IN THEATER,
HE MISSES SHOW

Balloon Observer Bewails
Lost Chance to Use
- Parachute

.LIVELY DAYS FOR SAUSAGE

‘| Big Bag Is Shot Down Five Times

While Artillery Officer Pines
in School :

1f moved to moralize oi the subject
of the point of view, consider for a
moment the case of the sousage, the ob-
server, aud his folks at home.

A sausage, in military argot, is an
observation balloon, which is anchored
to a motor truck by a piano wire, - The
track is to move ‘the wire out of range
when enemy guns take long range shots
at the snusage. The balloon follows the
wire.

The observer is the occupant of the
sausage busket. His job is to see what
he can see, and report to his friends on
the ground ‘by telephone—ospecially as
to the efects of artillery fire from his
own side. Oh, ves, and if an enemy avion
comes  very close and beging shooting
incendiary bullets through the sausage,
the observer is supposed 1o leap out into
the empty air,

* PDown he plunges for ¥, 400, or 500
feet; then, according to program, the
large, light, white parachute attached
to his back bw a long harness will float
out on the circumambient atmoxphoro
wpread out into a& sort of one-ring eirs
cus tent, and flout the observer gently
down into the nearest abri, or canal.
or wire entanglement.

It is obvious, therefore, that it makes
a good deal of difference whether one
views the proceedings from the sausage,
fooking down, or from the ground, look-
ing up. The point of view ©of the folks
at home is unpleasant to remember.

Kicking~—and in Paris

This little essay is erely for the
purpose of pointing out that Charley
.t “young felluh™ who wauas once
a member of a crack society hattery of
Hight field artillery. wax unreasonuble
when he moaned about hix Inek.  There
he was in Paris—in the Follies Bergire,
lest you think a wo thing—unot on
permission, but  unavw ml‘mlv detained
‘overnight in the city on® Journey
from school to front—and kicking Can
yon outdo it?

One could but listen. And this was the
tale,

One unit of the AETF., assigned to
training duty on the Chemin des Dames
front, set s artillery observers at work
in the asages, snd  young  Lient.
Charley — drew the uppor-air job
and the companionship of a  French
spotter.

Day after day they mounted to the
timit of the string: day after day fhe
Boche swam up outr of the haze and
circled toward them, sputtering
mitraillense fire.  Day after day the
Fritz took a chance with a long-range
<hell, but always the moter truck moved
‘he suusage a few humdred yards to the
teft or right, and let it up or haunled

it down, so ax to speil the range of ihe
next ghot.

Charley really wanted to jump. It
isn’t so much that he said so, but his
whole outfit knew he wanted to jump.
He was more or less gently kidded about
it. Others had jmmped; some had-jump-
ed when there was ne real need of it.
and what they got from their XK.Ox
made the leutenant’s dose look like reul
commendation. -

* - -

Something happened Up Above. This
does not mean in the heavens that are
above the earth, but in the realms of the
Higher Ups, Lient. Charley ., AC-

4 tively spotting artillery fire -on a very

active sector of the front, was ordered
to the rear to go to a school for artil-
lery observers, so fhat he might learn
to do what he had been doing.

Back to Paris Agdain

Off he went, and in a week or two
or three, he was ordered back again.
It was not only all a mistake, his going
to school, but somehody had found it
out. He got as far back as Paris—and
learned the horrid news.

During his absence, either Fritz got
4 new gunner with u better eye, or else
the avions got more daring. or some-
thing. Anyway, the blessed old sawsage
had been shot down five times, and the
ohservers had parachoted to enrth each
time-—and one more time when they
came down and the balloon didn't.

That was what Lieut. Charley
was wailing "about in the Folies Ber-
gére. That was what one man, looking
af the parachute jump from the groundg,
ealled hard luck. Almost anybody can
imagine what he would call the necessity
of a jump, leoking at it from a sausage
basket.

The only thing left to wonder about
is the point of view of the folks at home
on such a proposition.

BEHIND TH® LINE

When ye hear th' motor's bunmin’
AR’ ye hear th' Boche Is
An' ve hear th' fellows tamblin’ ont
o' bed,
Then ye seem ' have a nofion
That ye ought 17 get in mwotion
“Foret W blnuredt ole root comes fallin’
on yor head.
Then th’ shrapnel gets 7 poppin®
An' Fritz lets some bombs come droppin’,

An' th' ole dugomi ix callin® mighty
strong;
Ye sure hate U think o' ruonuin’

ey time Fritz comes a-gunnin’,
But ye know yer time on earth ain't
ertre tong.
Ye're alone inside yer biltet—
ANl th' other lads who fill it
‘eross th' way
Have sought shelter
Hell! them bombs is droppin’ nearoer,
An’ yer life seems gettin' deaver,
A ye alwost kinda wish
learned t' pray:
Ye ain’t seared, ye're not a coward,
But ye're almost overpowered
By th' dred what comoes a-sneskin®
in th' dark.
f.et ye have yer good ole rifle
AN ye'll think it just a trifle
If ye face a score or Boche
“or bark,
Ye ain't scared because ye're shakin®,
Aw’ the short. quick breaths ye've takin®
Ain't a sign there’s yellow runnin’
down yer spine,
{Fritz iz gone, yer pals ix comin,
il 'em have it now fer runnin'.)
God! sometimes jte” kinda hell behing
th* line!
_ —-HOWARD W,

in th' dugout

ye'd

an® let

BUTLER.

EXCHANGED PRISONER
SEES FIRST YANKEES

Victim of U-Boat Rejoices
When Boche Rumeors
Prove True

NINE MONTHS IN GERMANY

French Sailor’s Two Young Sons
3 ‘Were Shot When Hun
! Entered Lille

He hobbled up on his erutches, his
left tronser-leg hanging limp Lelow the
knee. His face was drawn uand baggard,
nis whole body emaciated. Ilis uniform,
once the dark bine of the French ma-
rines, was spotted and faded and minus
several buttons. His eyes were those of a
man who hg seen horrors. |

Yet his mauner, as e approached the
fittle group of American soldiers., was
as gentle as that of the most polished
courteir of the ancien regime.  Steady-
Ing himself on his left eruich, he bronght
up his right hand-—a snarled disfigured
hand it was-—to salufe, and began, iu
Leood but quaint English:

“You—you Americans. 1 sulnte vou!
1. whoe have been theze nine months a
prisoner in Germany. salufe youn. You
are the first Awmerican soldiers I have
seen.”

Fired On in Open Boat

Pressed to tell his story, he said "he
hied been on the French battleship La

LGloire at the thune she was torpedoed in
the Atlantic. Iie hagd gotten away in a
small bopt, bhut the sabmarine that
struck down the battleship pursued his
eraft, firing at its complement. That
wis how he lost his leg.

The next he knew, be was in the
bowels of the U-boai, & prisoner.  Ar-
riving at Bremen. he was hurried by

rail to a prisen camp. with ~eant at-
lWtention paid to his injured limb, Ampu-
tation was therefore necessary; with
proper carg and treahment. it mighr
have been avoided.

For nine months he oxisted
than lived in the prigon componnd.
on black bread and vegetable parings.

“Water® he echoed, in rexponse fo
# question.  “No water could T get!
.»\lwn,vs we  were thirsty—and hungry?
'O, so hungry! It was cold, um——com
all the time.
clothes;
cating his frayed
brought with us.”

pither
fed

uniform—*that

we

Rumors of America’s Entry

Under the agreement for the murual
exchange of wounded privoners, he was
brought buek. He had heard ruomors, in
Germany, of the appearanee of American
s on the =oil of Le Patrie, bur
re rumors only. He had hoped
0, i had not” known for cer-
taim. nd now hix hope was reatized.

“1 have a particulur reason for wish

h-

ing 1o xe¢ you Americans do well ip
battle. I come from Lille. In thar city

my two young sons—alt I had—-wor 0 ~hot
down by the Germans,
pointing 1o hix poor
you see. I cannot avenge them,
it may be able to do it
oW do you say it¥—ewis

“RBensoir. mes amiz, les Amdricaing?
On les aural”

-8
Bul you
I wish y

|
ADAMS PEPSIN

ADAMS BLACK
ADAMS CALIFORNIA FRUIT

Fl

i

JACK

ADAMS SPEARMINT
BEEMAN’S PEPSIN

I Relieves the Thirst—Prevents Fatigue—Beneficial on the March

YUCATAN

Adams Pure Chewing Gum Is on Sale at Afmy Canteens and Y.M.C.A. Houts.

‘ Write the Folks Back Home to Send You a Box or Two. .
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